TUNE—NO NYMPH THAT TR1PS, &c, 


NO youth that treads the verdant plains, 
With Edwin can compare; 
He lives the envy of the ſwains, 
And fav'rite of the fair : 
For beauty, and perfections rare, 
His like is ſeldom ſeen; 
No village lad can e' er compare 
With Edwin of the Green. 


His flowing locks of auburn hue 
Hang wanton down his back; 
His lovely eyes, of heavenly hue, 


Nor ſtrength, or luſtre lack; 
His face is as the morning fair, 
And gentle is his mein; 
No village lad can e er compare 
With Edwin of the Green. 


When ſeated in my mother's cot, 
The youth hath oft expreſt 
A wiſh that, it might be his lot 
To take me to his breaſt. 
He tells his tale devoid of art; 
I feel what he muſt mean; 
For, ah! I've loſt my youthful heart 
To Edwin of the Green, 


My faithful lad oft talks of love, 
ith all a lover's ſkill, 

When ſeated in the poplar 

That grows belide the mill; 
To crown our joys next Whitſuntide, 

(Should — * l 
I mean to be the happy bri 

Of Edwin of the Green. 
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